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Chapter 1


London, 1819

Lord Edward Richard Stone admired the sketch he’d been working on between glimpses at the afternoon gazettes.

“Why’s only the front half of that animal drawn right?”

Edward looked up with a start, still not used to sudden noises after his eventful service during the Peninsular War.

It was Tobias, his sometimes errand boy and constant, well, friend despite their vastly unequal status, at least at the time of their births. Edward might keep his courtesy title of “Lord” on account of being the second son of a marquess, but he and the urchin weren’t so very different these days.

“Didn’t learn how to draw a horse’s arse. My father was furious when he discovered me and my older brother portraying...well…we were making lewd sketches, and our drawing master got shown the door. Always suspected my father simply didn’t want to pay his bill.”

“Your da was broke, too?” asked Tobias, sinking onto his scuffed stool in front of Edward’s desk.

“Just a skinflint,” said Edward, trying to shade the horse’s tail but mostly drawing what resembled a pile of sticks. “Probably rejoiced the day I disgraced myself in the army. It was a good excuse to cut off my allowance.”

Should you be wondering why a noble sat sketching at the back of a barber shop, waiting for clients, that was the story in a nutshell: Lord Edward was a complete disgrace to his family and left without support.

Well, save one means of support. One part of him was very supportive indeed. Between his appendage’s rather unique ability to suss out truth and fiction (the mechanics were somewhat hazy even to him) and his success at impregnating the wives of the elite, Lord Edward had transformed in recent years into Dick Stone, stud for hire.

“What’s next to that animal?” asked Tobias, casting a dubious glance at the paper.

“Next to Tencendor?”

“You mean you’re drawing your horse?” asked Tobias, smothering a laugh. “That’s supposed to be…”

“Now, see here,” protested Edward, suddenly feeling the urge to defend his artistic skills, “my drawing master spent most of his time romancing my mother’s companion.”

“Companion?” asked Tobias, wrinkling his nose.

“Like a friend.”

“Why not call this person your mother’s friend?”

Edward paused, thinking about it.

“Mrs. Vavasour received food and clothes from us. And she assisted my mother with certain tasks. Menus and the like.”

“Am I your companion?” asked Tobias. “I tell you what’s on offer outside.”

Lord Edward stopped sketching. He needed to think about this because the boy from the streets wasn’t entirely off the mark, but he wasn’t exactly right either.

“Well, Mrs. Vavasour had an official position within the household,” he started.

“What was it?”

“Lady’s companion.”

“Oh, so only ladies have companions.” Tobias drank from his inappropriately ornate silver flask, likely water. ‌Edward could never understand why he drank the stuff.

“Well, yes. I mean, gentlemen have official associates, too, but they’re not usually called companions. And it’s different.”

Tobias stared at the drawing. “Seems silly only ladies have companions,” he said to himself.

“Precisely my feeling this very morning while exercising Tencendor in the park,” said Edward, hoping to divert the conversation to something less confusing. “I thought to myself, ‘why must my horse go through life alone? He’s been a good sort of fellow, and I think he deserves a companion.’”

“But Tencendor is a male horse,” said Tobias, as if explaining the matter to a small child. “He can’t have a companion.”

Edward paused. Explaining why things were different for horses might take some artistry if he didn’t want his ears to burn with shame.

“Well, when two horses love each other very much—”

“I’ve been grown since we met, Dick Stone!” exclaimed Tobias between hoots of laughter. “There’s no need to soften bawdy talk. You know where I’ve lived.”

That he did, and it gave Edward periodic heart palpitations to think of his friend going about his dubious business on those streets.

“You claim to be an adult, but you’re certainly not ‌adult height,” said Edward, sizing him up. In their years of acquaintance, Tobias had grown a little, but never reached higher than Edward’s chest. It made it easy to treat him as a lad.

“That again,” groaned Tobias. “These things happen when your da drinks the bread money away.”

“He still around?” asked Edward, wondering if he should pay a call on Tobias’s old man, and by pay a call, he meant—

“Nah, drowned in a cesspit just before I encountered you.”

They both winced at the idea of drowning to death in shite.

“Encountered is a rather lofty way to say you tried to pick my pocket,” said Edward.

“What can I say? I’ve been improving myself since becoming a not-companion to a toff,” said Tobias.

“Clearly,” said Edward, not bothering to conceal the wry note in his voice. “As I was saying, when two horses spend time together, sometimes there’s a happy result.”

“Are you trying to breed horses, too?” asked Tobias, struck by the idea.

“I thought it might become a new appendage for my business, yes, in time. At some point, I’ll have to retire.”

“Retire?”

“Stop working. When my parts no longer perform the same. Or I run out of ladies to service.”

“Are you at risk of that? Either thing?” asked Tobias.

“Not particularly,” said Edward. “Not today, at least. Just thinking about the future. One where I don’t need to be at the beck and call of the worst, silliest people on earth.”

“Is it so bad?”

“Beats a lot of ways to keep myself and my not-companion in meat pies,” said Edward, giving the kid a rough rub on his dirty head. “Besides, if I earn enough money to get Tencendor a lady companion, he might feel better about what he saw during the war and try to throw me from the saddle less.”

“Does it work that way?”

“I certainly feel less jumpy when I’ve been with a lady,” said Edward, making a rare bawdy comment before Tobias.

The lad carefully unwrapped a small piece of cheese. “Take half?”

“Couldn’t possibly,” said Edward, patting his trim stomach. “Late lunch. Meat pie adulterated with a side of sawdust, I fear. Won’t need to eat again for days.”

Tobias grimaced and tossed back the entire block in one go.

“Any prospects?” asked Tobias, nodding to the gazettes.

“Slow season for lonely hearts ads,” said Edward, sitting back in his chair. It creaked as if to echo his claim. “At least the ones from obviously rich ladies. Everyone is in the countryside until Parliament is back in session.”

“I’m still here,” said Tobias stoutly between sips from his flask.

“As am I,” said Edward, his eyes snagging on the faded chintz fabric that served as a makeshift door to his office.

When he began his breeding business, a scrap of fabric was all he could afford to demarcate his rented territory from that of Mr. Rymer, the barber. In the years since, he hadn’t seen fit to change it. Someday, he’d have a door with a lock. Tobias could keep one key, and he’d have the other.

But for now, the path to that solid door was as clear in his mind as that horse’s arse in his sketch.

“Should I—?”

Edward heard a commotion from the barbershop and looked out to see who thought to disturb the dulcet tones of Rymer’s tooth drawing.

A handsome young man in familiar livery made his way to the back with no small amount of jaunty pride in his step.

“Oh hell,” said Edward, slumping in his chair.

“What’sa matter?” asked Tobias, looking about. “Want me to pull the curtain?”

“Won’t work.”

“Who is it?”

“The worst, silliest person in the entire world,” said Edward, his hand on his forehead as if in pain.

Tobias swung around fast, hoping to see the Prince Regent or at least a real cackling fart, but he simply spotted a toff’s fancy carriage man instead. “Doesn’t look so bad to me.”

“Not him,” groaned Edward. “It’s who sent him.”

Tobias cleaned up his cheesecloth, ready to cut a leg should this encounter prove eventful. “Who’s that?”

“My brother.”


Chapter 2


On the ride to St. James’s Square, where his brother maintained a house suitable for the Marquess of Chasterly’s heir, Edward had the distinct feeling of being a French aristocrat brought to the blade.

Horatio had a title — a courtesy title, Viscount Netherwallop — but hated it for obvious reasons. He’d made his feelings known from a young age, and Edward always suspected that his father didn’t grant any of his eight others to his eldest son out of avarice.

Within a cavernous and somewhat cold study, Horatio pretended to work behind a desk, ignoring Edward until he approached.

“Netherwallop,” said Edward, rather more loudly than called for.

Horatio froze, clearly summoning his customary hauteur like a dropped musical score after his brother threw him off balance. Then he took a pinch of snuff, inhaled it, and set eyes on his only sibling for the first time in over five years.

“Eddie. How kind of you to visit after all this time.”

Edward sank into the plush leather chair before the desk. The things he’d do for a chair like this. Might even fit behind his table at Rymer’s. He was examining the studwork on the arms when his brother spoke.

“They’re talking about you, you know.”

He continued to inspect the fine upholstery.

“They say you’re a stud. For money.”

The leather must have cost a fortune. It was buttery with no defects. Cradled his—

“So it’s true. You’re a slut for pay? The only solution to losing your allowance on account of your treasonous actions was to sell your cock to the highest bidder? Do you sell your arse too?”

The tanning was exemplary; had to have been done abroad.

“Do you have no thought of how this might reflect on your family?” asked Horatio, rising.

Edward had completed his inspection of the chair and shifted his gaze back to his brother, who had turned the color of freshly sliced beetroot. Good. He deserved to rage himself into an apoplexy, given that he no doubt had a hand in the cancellation of Edward’s allowance, ‌necessitating the breeding business.

Horatio scooped a handful of small coins and flung them at Edward. One struck his cheek, narrowly avoiding an eye. Edward stood, ready to end this farce. The options he was envisioning right now mostly involved blood or a cesspit drowning.

“Now you’re listening,” sneered Horatio. “I should have known that coin would get your attention.”

Edward’s vision grew dark at the edges, but he maintained his placid expression. He needed to pretend the whole thing was fun, akin to putting prize butterfly specimens in tea sandwiches and observing as visiting ladies screamed when encountering a crunch.

“Lovely chat, brother, but I must get back to sticking my cock in other men’s wives,” said Edward, rising to go.

“I’ve got a wife.”

This couldn’t be happening. He wanted to march right out of that study and skip back to his lodging house like a horse suddenly free of its bridle, but some part of him longed to know what had truly inspired this encounter after so many years of stony silence from his family.

“My congratulations on convincing an aristocrat’s daughter to accept your suit. Now, I must be on my way.”

“Wait!”

That pause was delicious. It was the exhortation of a man grappling with debasing himself before someone he believed to be lower than the Roman foundations of the city. If Edward squirmed with relish like a Thames eel with a scrap of bread within its sights, could anyone blame him?

Edward looked back, turning only halfway to show that he was mentally already out the door.

“You know that I have no heir, I am sure.”

Edward thought back to the announcements of births in the gazettes, two daughters after a marriage of five years. Horatio had no son, but he had an heir: Edward himself. Until his marriage produced a boy, the rumored traitor Dick Stone loomed large over the Chasterly marquessate.

“Having bred many babies myself, I’d be happy to offer some advice on swiving your wife,” said Edward, now determined to enjoy this encounter.

“You always were a right bastard,” said Horatio.

“You say that knowing I was, in fact, safely born within the confines of our parents’ marriage. Which currently makes me your heir. Meanwhile, you’ve no doubt scattered your seed like a drunken tenant farmer all about the kingdom.”

“As have you.”

“Yes, but you see, my children are all someone else’s legitimate issue.”

Netherwallop took a larger-than-advisable pinch of snuff this time and coughed when it proved too much for his pinched nostril.

“Careful now, wouldn’t want to have a fit and cause your younger brother to inherit,” said Edward.

“My babies have all been girls,” ground out Horatio.

“Yes, we established that. Two girls. Felicitations.”

“No, what I mean,” said Horatio, mopping his forehead, “is that all of my children have been girls. Legitimate and illegitimate issue alike.”

Well, that was most interesting. “Then you should come up with a lucky hand any day now,” said Edward, turning to go. “Just make sure you’re fucking your wife then, perhaps.”

Horatio seethed. “I can pay.”

“You can pay enough for me to fuck against my own interests?” asked Edward. Any boy he might put in his sister-in-law would supplant him in the line of succession and prevent him from ever having a chance in hell of returning to the well-cushioned life to which he’d been born. Preposterous!

“Should the child turn out to be a boy, I’ll guarantee an allowance for you. You’d live in style for the rest of your days, with none of the pesky demands of the marquessate. No balls, no standing up in Lords, no hearing tenant disputes.”

Edward mulled the offer over. Funny that his brother thought him averse to such tasks when actually working to eat had proved many times more tiresome than merely being rich and powerful. How the years since his return from the Continent had changed him.

“And I’ll pay for the servicing. No matter if I get my boy or not.”

Technically, the child would be Horatio’s because of the presumption of paternity under the common law. But he’d always know that his brother sired the lad. It would likely grate on him for the rest of his life. This proposal was becoming increasingly enticing.

Still, no amount of money could convince Edward to work against his own interests in such a monumental fashion. It would be absurd to accept. There was also a small legal issue that could cause them both a world of trouble.

“Say, under the law these days, isn’t fucking your brother’s wife considered inc—”

“Aren’t you in the professional criminal conversation business?” asked Horatio. “I’m not sure the law would approve of that.”

He turned to Horatio to tell him to go to the devil with his offer when his brother’s voice rang out.

“Send in Calista.”

This was the first time he’d heard his sister-in-law’s , a flowery one for what was no doubt a well-dowered, sour little thing. The Stones had a habit of marrying with an eye to status and wealth first and warmth last.

Rather sooner than he expected, the soft patter of slippers on carpet announced Horatio’s wife. Edward studied a hunting scene on the wall, trying to determine if one of Tencendor’s grandparents was depicted amongst the suffering stags.

“Calista, meet my brother.”

Edward turned and beheld an angel come to earth. She had dark hair, the darkest he’d ever seen before, all twisted into some elaborate hairstyle, with one fat curl resting on her shoulder tempting him to pull it to see if she’d giggle.

She wore a Grecian dress, simple as the day was long, and it highlighted the architectural perfection of her form. A lovely neck, soft arms, and a pillowy bosom.

Below arched eyebrows, which were a shade lighter than her hair, were eyes of an almost clear blue. A strong nose that marked this woman as not merely pretty but handsome. And lips full and stained, as though she’d just come from eating berry confiture.

Would her cunny taste sweet like preserves served at breakfast? He wanted to find out, and his cock surged with interest.

This angel dropped into a graceful curtsy, and he was not so mannerly as to resist a glance down the front of her dress when he bowed in return. He’d never seen breasts like hers before, round and compact like something out of a Renaissance painting. His fingertips contained a strange energy as he imagined touching her nipples, likely the crowning glory of such perfection.

“It’s an honor to meet you at last, brother,” she said. Her voice was a series of high, tinkling notes, as if she were playing an instrument. It went straight to his sack, that orchestra composed of bells tickling his balls.

“The honor is all mine,” he replied. Gesù, did he sound winded?

“I take it you’ll accept my offer?” asked Horatio, cutting in with a splash of cold water on the conflagration in his loins.

“I want it in writing,” said Edward, not trusting Netherwallop for a minute.

Calista excused herself to see to guests who had just arrived for morning calls, gliding out of the room.

“I wonder if the money is even necessary,” said Horatio, clearly apprised of his wife’s impact.

“Money is always necessary,” Edward fired back. “I am still a Stone, after all. Is she aware of your scheme?”

“She knows.”

“And does she consent?”

“She has her own contracts with ink already dry.”

“Seems a bad business,” said Edward, looking out the door, hoping to get a glimpse of Calista again.

“And our marriage was any better?” asked Horatio. “I have it on good authority that she wanted nothing to do with me from the start.” Beautiful and sensible to boot? Calista was a rare goddess.

Edward scratched his signature on both copies of the agreement and then waited for his brother to countersign. Netherwallop took out a penknife and sharpened the nib, just to draw things out, the coxcomb.

“Bit awkward, me fucking your wife while you’re down here or at the club,” said Edward as he watched Horatio sign.

“Don’t worry about me,” said Horatio, a sly smile curling his lips. “I mean to take my mistress sailing to Brighton and return only when there’s news of the quickening.”

“Still The Morning Star?”

“Of course. I’m not such a spendthrift as to acquire a new yacht simply because it has seen some service.”

An understated way of saying Horatio was too cheap to commission a less cramped, tired boat.

Both men stood, each taking a copy of the contract.

Horatio didn’t extend a hand or bow to his brother. It was as stiff as a business transaction after thorough negotiations, not the fraternal reunion one would have expected after so long. But then, much had happened since they last met. And the Stones were hard as, well, you know.

“Best of luck fucking my wife.”


Chapter 3


Several days later, Edward was exercising Tencendor in Hyde Park when he heard a commotion nearby.

“Ho there, sir!” called a somewhat familiar voice. “Lord Edward, is that you?”

“Oh, dear Lord in heaven,” he muttered, coaxing Tencendor away from their favorite path.

“And is that Tenny? The best boy?” the lady called loudly, causing the few fashionable people in the park at this hour to look over in alarm. Lord Peter Sidwin had the temerity to sneer while gazing through a quizzing glass, the macaroni!

Tencendor was most definitely not the best boy, at least not to Edward, because he happily trotted off towards that voice while ignoring all suggestions that they should make a leg.

“Oh, you poor darling,” said the lady from below. “Has your Papa not been feeding you properly? You look frightful, you poor child!”

This was really too much! Tencendor had the best diet of anyone in his household.

“My lady,” said Edward, tipping his hat to his nemesis, Lady Millicent Blatherwick. His former fiancé’s incredibly silly, meddling widowed aunt, who was apparently still alive, still meddling, and still extremely silly even after all of these years. Blatherwick, indeed!

“Oh, it’s you, Lord Edward,” she trilled distractedly. “I’m so pleased to see you on Tenny again. In the last few years, I’ve seen him carrying a number of other gentlemen.”

His heart pitched sideways, thinking of the years he’d been parted from his beloved horse when money had proved too tight to keep him. Edward raked a possessive hand through Tencendor’s mane.

“How do you fare, my lady?” he asked when he discovered that Lady Millicent had somehow whisked two apples from her reticule and was now feeding them to Tencendor. He couldn’t begrudge the boy a treat.

“Oh, you know my piles never cease to cause me trouble,” she sighed. “One wrong meal or movement with a heavy teapot in hand, and I’m incapacitated for a week. A week!”

A flock of birds rose ‌nearby in protest at the volume of her exhortation. This woman was really talking about her arse troubles in a park!

“I do so hope you have some relief, my lady. Resting in bed might be in order.”

“Oh, no rest for me!” she cried, thumping a cane against the riding path and causing Tencendor to dance with agitation. “Phily is now a duchess, you know, and requires my assistance daily. Managing so much necessitates a good deal of help. Besides the help. You cannot trust them the same way you can trust family.”

Like everyone else in the kingdom, he knew that Lady Philadelphia De Courcy had married the Duke of Chevaliermont. Unlike everyone else in the kingdom, he’d gotten an early inkling that they might head to the altar when he spotted Lady Philadelphia full of the duke’s cock during a lull in the festivities at Edward’s engagement party.

The one celebrating his engagement to Lady Philadelphia.

From what he had observed, Lady Phily, now the Duchess of Chevaliermont, did a fairly good job at managing a good deal, but one did not tell her elderly relative that in Hyde Park on a Tuesday.

“You must be pleased to see her so favorably situated,” murmured Lord Edward, hoping that a few social niceties would allow him to exit the scene and begin drinking to forget this encounter ever happened.

“It was a shame you couldn’t marry dear Philadelphia,” mused Lady Millicent. “But a lady must set aside the wishes of her heart when a duke comes calling.”

Edward knew it was just an expression, but the notion that Phily had a heart was news to him. Perhaps she did — he just hadn’t encountered it.

And really, her flagrant infidelity, while a blow to his pride, had not touched his heart. Nor had her looks or charm, of which she had plenty. He was glad they had dissolved the whole engagement so neatly before he’d shipped out for the Continent over a decade ago, as it had been nothing more than an arranged betrothal. He wished her the best, really.

“Oh, there she is now! Riding alongside her eldest, Lord Mortimer!”

Edward looked up, only to see a lad in short pants on a pony that matched the mare on which his mother sat. The duchess’s riding habit was majestically arrayed, and her gloves snowy white.

“I must be off,” said Edward, turning Tencendor so rapidly he was facing the park entrance when he heard Lady Millicent squawk behind him.

Perhaps Philadelphia’s betrayal had touched more than his pride.

Hard to say.


Chapter 4


Lord Edward was peeling off his dingy gloves at his brother’s townhouse when he saw Calista for the second time.

She was beautiful as ever, this time in a day dress somewhere between cream and sunshine yellow. If anything, her skin seemed even dewier, her lips somehow fuller and even pinker.

“If you might attend me in my sitting room, Lord Edward,” she said shyly, showing him the way upstairs to the family rooms.

Within a bright chamber decorated with a profusion of doilies, a woman sat before needlepoint.

“Miss Arden is my companion,” said Calista, sinking beside her friend on the divan.

Now, Edward was not so far removed from polite society that he didn’t know he should take the seat facing the ladies, well away from scandalous brushes against their skirts. But the nature and success of his business required occasional rudeness.

If the rudeness might result in a child.

Edward seated himself right next to Calista, letting his thigh press into her dress. If she wanted to pretend that he wasn’t here to toss up her hems and breed her, she could engage in that farce alone. As for Miss Arden, she was free to run from the room screaming like any other missish companion would in this circumstance.

“Oh my,” said Calista, her bosom rising delightfully above her square neckline.

Edward placed his arm along the back of the divan and relaxed. She seemed to enjoy playing the innocent despite her two daughters with Netherwallop, and he was happy to put on a show of being a rake for her cunny’s benefit.

“Are you aware of why I am here?” he asked, leaning slightly forward so her nearest breast pressed against his waistcoat.

“I believe my husband wishes to have his heir,” she said, her far hand feeling about on the divan seat restlessly.

Miss Arden clasped the viscountess’s fingers, as if the ladies were debutantes in the line to make their bows before the queen and not a married woman and her paid companion about to learn why Dick Stone was the most sought-after cock of the walk in the capital.

“Yes, my brother wants me to get an heir on you,” growled Lord Edward. “Does that disturb you? Are you under duress?”

Her girlish flutters seemed to dissolve in a moment. “Would it change anything if I were under duress?”

Edward looked into her eyes. They were a little less wide — and her mouth just a bit more pursed — and he found he liked her like this. Lovely as ever, but with the secret spirit of a horse not yet saddle-trained. How he looked forward to riding her. “It would.”

He waited for her to disclose some perfidy orchestrated by Netherwallop; he’d certainly believe what she reported. But she said nothing.

He clapped his hands together. “Well, since that’s settled, shall we adjourn to the bedroom? It was most pleasant to meet you, Miss Arden,” he said, nodding his head to the companion still clutching Calista’s hand.

“I thought we might perform our labors here,” said Calista.

Edward looked about the room and found it would suit as well as any. He waited for Miss Arden to scurry away, no doubt scandalized that mating would happen in a room where the women whiled away hours at their needlepoint.

But the young woman still did not move.

Edward cast a glance at her, really taking her in for the first time. From his vantage point, she was tall and slim, with a long nose, thin lips, and eyes the color of caramel. What in this house attracted ladies with the loveliest eyes he’d ever seen? Netherwallop didn’t deserve to see such beauty every day!

She was staring at where her hand clasped that of her mistress, then shifted her gaze to Edward, bold as brass. She didn’t need to say anything for him to know: she wasn’t leaving.

He shrugged and worked at unbuttoning his falls; wouldn’t have been the first time someone wanted to watch Dick Stone’s legendary piece in action.

“Are you sufficiently prepared, my lady?” he asked his sister-in-law while drawing up her skirts.

“Sufficiently…”

“Is your cunny wet?” he asked, deciding to be crude in one last attempt to clear the room of its spectator.

Calista blushed, but didn’t protest or gasp. “That’s already—”

“Her ladyship is prepared for you,” said Miss Arden, interjecting.

Odd that Miss Arden would know that, but perhaps ladies discussed the weather and the state of their nether parts over tea. A man could only hope. And imagine.

Edward had Calista’s skirts about her waist, exposing the lacy white drawers shielding her untold pleasures. God, he loved lace, he thought to himself as he squeezed his cockstand through his smalls to prepare for this somewhat surprising afternoon breeding.

Never one to enter the fray sans advance scouting, Edward felt for a slit in those drawers and eventually gained access.

He bent so that his mouth was over Calista’s ear; these words were for her alone. “Have you made all this honey for me, darling?” he asked, running his fingertips over her cunny lips.

Dash, she was wet. So wet she was glazed within and without, as if he’d licked her to three screaming paroxysms. He must be more handsome than he imagined!

And then he pushed a finger into her hot little hole, just to test its give, and found it sucked and welcomed him, as if he’d already stretched her for a rough rogering.

“Oh, that’s a good little cunny, plenty of space for this shaft,” he murmured. “You’re ready to take me. Are you going to let your dear brother-in-law put a baby in you?”

Calista slumped against the divan, looking well-used before he’d even stuck his cock in her. Frankly, it was flattering. Her neckline seemed to have lowered in their intimate exchange, and her areolae peeked out the top.

Beside her, Miss Arden whispered in her ear, both women nodding in agreement. No doubt discussing what a skilled lover he was; it was too bad for Miss Arden that his brother only contracted him to breed one woman. Still, provided the lady begged enough, certain allowances might be made for her.

He shoved down his smalls, breeches still on. He couldn’t wait to remove his boots and clothes today, not with a juicy peach of a cunt waiting for him.

It was when he looked down upon parting the generous slit in Calista’s drawers again that he saw something curious. A red circle on her inner thigh. Another place that seemed lightly bruised by teeth. Gesù, if his brother was worshipping between his wife’s thighs so comprehensively, why bother bringing in a stud? With a marriage bed so lively as that, he’d have to get his boy sometime!

As he sank into Calista’s perfect clasp, the way eased by slick and languid muscles, Edward surveyed the scene before him. Calista’s face was turned slightly toward her companion. She shuddered when Edward set a thumb on her nub and gave her a firm thrust of his cock.

But it was nothing to the shakes she made when Miss Arden placed a hand at her waist and delivered a little pinch.

Oh, so she liked pain. How interesting. The way her cunny tightened on his cock certainly tested his strength, and Edward breathed deep to avoid an ignominiously quick end to this encounter.

He stared at where Miss Arden’s pinch pulled down Calista’s neckline until her little nipple appeared. A moan drew his gaze up again, and he saw the most incredible thing: Miss Arden had her teeth on Calista’s ear.

Not just her teeth. Her tongue. She was nipping and licking and sucking like that ear was the prettiest cunny in the capital. Why, it was downright erotic! Someone should tell these ladies that their conduct was…

And then Lord Edward’s cock grew — somehow — even harder as the truth of the matter struck him: this cast-off wife of his brother’s wasn’t sitting up here doing needlepoint, waiting for a man to pleasure her. She had Miss Arden, who was now kissing the side of her neck and pulling that neckline ever lower.

Why, the memory of this would keep his cock hard for weeks. He’d need to thank them on the way out for inspiring him to action.

And then he reconsidered the marks on Calista’s thighs. How wet she’d been when he set fingers to her the first time. It was almost as if someone had licked her to extravagant wetness before he walked in the door.

He slid through the slippery mess these two ladies had made when purportedly sewing up here, then rubbed Calista’s nub faster, hoping she’d reach paroxysm before his cock exploded.

“Oh, Harriet,” moaned Calista.

“It’s actually Edward. Or you can call me Dick Stone; everyone does in moments like this.”

Her haze cleared immediately, and she glared at Edward, her channel clamping down on him suddenly as if to punish him. Punish him with pleasure!

“I’m right here, C,” whispered Miss Arden, who presumably had a given name of Harriet. “I’ll always be right beside you.”

Full realization slammed into Edward like a runaway horse cart: these ladies weren’t merely playing in sewing rooms. They were deeply in love.

His vision blurred, and cock hardened, signaling that he’d finally arrived at the full truth of the matter. His yell could have alerted the whole of St. James’s Square had the windows been open, and his seed pumped into Calista as she lay back on that divan like a martyr.

Edward kept thrusting to milk every drop from his sack. All the while, he studied the ladies, their embrace now tight and their words quiet even as he remained inside his sister-in-law.

When he withdrew, the women barely acknowledged his existence. To be fair, they seemed to have everything they needed in this room before he even walked in.

As he collected his hat and gloves from the butler, Miss Arden — Harriet — accosted him at the door.

She was fidgety and nervous, picking the cuffs of her dress.

“Should you have any doubts about who pleases Calista the most, I shall prepare a scene of the most interesting sort so you might judge,” she said.

Why, if he wasn’t mistaken, Miss Arden was keen to protect her territory — despite having thoroughly claimed it already. His cock hopped with interest despite its recent use. A scene, how promising.


Chapter 5


The next day, Lord Edward draped himself over his desk, working despite the throbbing headache caused by such profound cock-based realizations.

He heard a tap on his window.

“Why in fuck’s name can’t I get this thing open anymore? Are you trying to lock me out?” asked Tobias as he swung into the room.

“Mrs. Chaffinch is making some improvements to the place,” said Edward, gesturing to the fresh caulking around the windows and newly painted walls. “I know you’d never allow yourself to be locked out, you nuisance.”

In spite of his words, he gave the lad a pat on the shoulder to welcome him to the slightly improved room.

“Smells terrible,” said Tobias, collapsing on his friend’s bed. “You should move back to a worse lodging house.”

“I forgot she’d had the work done. I’m barely sensible today.”

“Rough night breeding the elite?”

“Afternoon. My sister-in-law.”

“Do I need to steal something big so I’m prepared to bail you out of gaol? Why would you do that?”

“My brother asked me to.”

Tobias lifted a brow, fully cognizant that there must be more to the story.

“And she’s a ravishing beauty.”

“Don’t go falling in love, Dick Stone. Bad for business.”

Edward laughed, letting his sore head thump against the desktop. “I’m trying to write my memoirs so I can get out of this blasted business. There must be a better way to earn our meat pies.”

“You’re not about to tell the secrets of the nobs, are you? If so, I want to read first.”

“That’s the problem. I can hardly write about the things I’ve done without being put in the dungeon.”

“Couldn’t you just make up a name? A false name.”

“I suppose I could use a pen name. A nom de plume,” he said with a flourish. “But everyone knows ‌of Dick Stone’s exploits. Off to the gaol I’d go.”

“So you’re stuck sticking wives for money, eh?”

“For now,” sighed Edward, his exhalation ruffling papers on his desk.

“And how’s the latest one? Your brother’s wife?” asked Tobias as he unwrapped some burned chestnuts next to Edward’s head.

The acrid smell of the cheap nuts turned his guts because of the headache, but he wouldn’t insult Tobias by turning up his nose at food, especially not when he’d clearly used his small purse to buy enough for both of them.

“You’ll like this: my sister-in-law, the ravishing Calista, has a companion.”

“Don’t all the fancy ladies have one?” he asked, chewing.

“Well, these ladies are…how old did you say you are?” asked Edward, giving Tobias a once-over as he tried yet again to estimate his age.

“Old enough to hear whatever gossip you want to tell me,” he returned.

“The two ladies,” said Edward, holding up two fingers in a v-shape. “They’re very close.”

Edward snapped his fingers together.

“But how do they…” Tobias chewed thoughtfully. “I know gents sometimes…” He snapped his own two fingers together. “But how do two ladies do it if there’s no piece between ’em?”

“I suppose that’s when they summon me,” said Edward, not sounding certain.

“But if they don’t want a brat and just want to…”

“Enjoy each other’s company?” asked Edward, his eyebrow raised.

“Can they?”

Edward thought back to Calista’s wet, well-worked cunny and stifled a groan. The last thing he needed, besides this headache, was a hard cock. “They most certainly can.”

“Then why did they let you put it in the one lady?” asked Tobias, innocently stumbling onto the question Edward had been struggling to articulate all day.

“I don’t know,” he said, just as puzzled. “But I mean to find out.”


Chapter 6


In delicate matters with the potential of changing his fortunes markedly, Edward employed the same strategy he brought to all of his affairs.

He ignored them.

Thus, it was not until two weeks later that he walked into the Netherwallop townhouse after the well-favored footman he’d met earlier delivered a missive from Miss Arden.

Her ladyship’s courses arrived last week. You’ll need to try again.

So his breeding had not taken the first time. No matter, he could stick his cock in a beautiful woman for as long as it took to get her with child.

Edward waved off the butler attempting to direct him to a sitting room. He had a special invitation of a most enticing sort in his paw, and he was not about to be denied entrée to the bower of sapphic pleasures promised by Miss Arden.

When you reach our rooms, knock on the door twice, then scratch three times. If you then watch through the keyhole, you might see something interesting indeed. -H

In truth, his cock had been in a state of perpetual interest since reading those words, imagining the ladies in a garden wearing naught but flower crowns and gauzy shifts that blew away on a gentle breeze the moment he wished to see more.

Edward sighed and ran up the stairs to the viscountess’s apartment. He was running hot, like an experimental engine bound to explode.

At the door, he completed the required sequence of knocks and scratches, then bent to watch at the keyhole like a character in a pornographic novel to see what transpired between the ladies.

With her skirts spread becomingly and a needlework frame before her, Calista was already seated on the divan. Edward wondered if she knew he was outside watching her, but he noticed her eyes darting to the door as if she couldn’t stop thinking about him observing the room. Very nice.

When Edward resolved to knock again so that he might join, Miss Arden appeared at Calista’s side. She stroked ‌her mistress’s hair until the viscountess tipped her head back.

Edward kept his hand on his cock, motionless, and prayed that no one would find him peeping through the keyhole like a debauchee. Yet the fear of discovery made his blood run hotter, as did pretending he observed the ladies without their knowledge.

Harriet, that minx, had pulled her bodice down enough to remove a breast, which she offered for Calista’s delectation. Miss Arden wasn’t gentle; she pressed her full swell into Calista’s face and nose, keeping the nipple lodged between her lips.

And that was when Edward heard footsteps on the stairs. He had to race down the hall and tuck himself into a room with an unlocked door until the danger had passed.

After a few minutes, he looked out to check if the hallway was clear. What he found instead was a maid watching through the very keyhole he’d been enjoying, one hand tucked in her bodice and the other rubbing frantically betwixt her thighs as she presumably watched the ladies pleasure each other.

“Might I be of assistance?” asked Edward, immediately behind the little voyeur, who almost certainly had not received a written invitation to the show.

She turned with a look of horror on her face until she realized it was Edward who had caught her. “Oh, Dick Stone,” she gasped.

He bowed in greeting and looked through the keyhole to see what Calista and Harriet had gotten up to. Now, Miss Arden had both breasts out, and Calista was gathering her skirts. Very promising indeed.

Edward felt a hand on his falls.

“Might I be of help, my lord?” asked the maid.

Now, Edward was not one to meddle with servants, especially in a house owned by his own family. But when a comely little thing asks so nicely to service one’s cock, it’s difficult to send her back to scouring. He had plenty for her to scour right here.

“Perhaps you’d like to bend over and let me feel between your thighs?” he asked in a most gentlemanly fashion.

“Would I ever,” said the lass, lusty as they came. She bent at the waist, ready for a frolic. He had her drawers about her knees, which were already slick with her juices, and then slid two fingers into her hot little cunt.

“You like watching your mistress get fucked by her companion?” asked Edward, thrusting at a pace that, if he knew anything about pussy, would make the maid shake like Lisbon in the last century.

“They fuck each other all the time,” the lass whispered, her Cockney accent escaping the thin veneer of gentility she’d affected before.

“Then aren’t you a lucky little slut, getting to watch them,” he said, pressing on the place he knew would make her wail.

The girl grasped the doorknob as her paroxysm made her knees tremble and cunt grow wetter.

“They’re right about you, Dick Stone,” she moaned as he stroked her through the last of it. “Are you going to get a baby on me? I’m ready for you.”

He nodded no, laughing at her presumption. As if he’d trade the chance at a life of leisure for a quick hallway fuck! But he knew better than to let a lass down.

“I’m afraid my services and seed are engaged for today,” he said. “But you could polish the knob.”

The maid glanced at the pristine doorknob, already buffed to a shine.

“Not that one,” said Edward, undoing his falls and taking out his cock as he settled in to watch the show at the keyhole. “This one.”

***

When Miss Arden opened the door and found Edward with his cock lodged in a maid’s mouth, she was gracious enough to direct her eyes to the heavens and let him in.

“Miss Arden,” he said while tucking himself back into his smalls. “Might I ask why you ladies have consented to this breeding scheme? I truly have no desire to importune her ladyship.”

“What are you two whispering about?” asked Calista from the divan, looking deliciously rumpled.

“I simply wished to confirm that you consent to this exercise, my lady. You seem to get on well without me.”

The two women exchanged amused glances.

“Well, except for the seed necessary to make a baby, we do rather have everything we need,” replied Calista.

“Do you want to make an heir?” asked Edward, confused, but feeling that some great enlightenment was just around the corner.

“Your brother has offered me a contract of my own,” she said. “An heir will allow me, the children, and Miss Arden to move to the country. And I needn’t tolerate his attentions ever again.”

Damn and blast, what had he walked into?

“So you’re accepting this farce simply because you’d like to live outside London?” he asked, his temper rising. He didn’t feel any sort of paternal responsibility for his offspring, but this was really too much.

“We can’t make one without you,” said Miss Arden. “We are in love, but we need your help.”

“My babies thus far have been my husband’s,” said Calista. “The idea of making a baby with…”

“A stud,” supplied Edward, not wanting to hear the other words she could call him.

“Yes, the idea of a stud stepping in to provide the seed made us feel like it might finally be our baby,” said Calista. Miss Arden came to Calista’s side and took her arm as if they drew strength from each other.

“In cases where devoted lovers must create a child with assistance, there are ways to involve both parties in the breeding,” said Edward, reciting from memory. “I have first-hand knowledge that it has been done in the best households for this very purpose.”


Chapter 7


Miss Arden promptly escorted Edward into Calista’s bedchamber, a sanctuary of even more lace and doilies, then pushed him into a chair before the bed. If he could spend all of his days thus shoved around by lovely women, he’d consider himself in heaven.

He worked his fattened cock over his smalls as he watched Miss Arden painstakingly remove Calista’s clothing. Off went her pale pink day dress, half stays, and chemise.

“Wait,” called Edward, when Miss Arden moved to draw down Calista’s stockings.

He came closer. “Leave those on,” he said, squeezing his cock as he took in Calista’s unbound breasts from close up. They bore the marks from her half-stays and chemise, and also the signs of loving little bites and sucks.

“Did my brother see this?” asked Edward, lifting his cock free with his eyes trained on those bruises.

“We’ve always been careful,” said Miss Arden, stroking the inside of Calista’s thigh.

“But now you visibly mark her ladyship?” asked Edward.

“One never knows when a gentleman might get the wrong idea and lay claim to territory that is not his to take,” said Miss Arden haughtily. “You may not be so odious as Netherwallop, but a man’s heart might unexpectedly move. Keep your heart in your waistcoat.”

Edward chuckled. “Have no fear: in these years of breeding, my heart has not been moved to love of anything other than siring heirs.” And a fat purse, he thought to himself.

The lady’s companion looked at him with no small amount of pity, as if this was something to regret. He didn’t dwell on it, because she soon positioned Calista at the edge of the bed, kneeling, with her arse up.

It was the promise of a feast spread out before him, and he’d feed his cock into a guillotine if it meant getting in Calista’s lacy white drawers.

“You mean to do your job?” asked Miss Arden sternly as she untied the drawstring at his sister-in-law’s waist.

“Do I ever,” said Edward as she shimmied the fabric down and let him see Calista’s cunny from behind.

The sight of her swollen little lips smeared with arousal struck him silent; Miss Arden had likely worked her into quite a state. A groan of primitive origin escaped his mouth before he could contain it, earning him a look of alarm from Miss Arden.

It was when he was standing there like a wax figure with an indecently exposed, hard cock that Miss Arden — Harriet — leaned forward, gave her lover a swat on the arse, and used her fingers to rub Calista’s cunny. Those thin digits, so skilled in needlework, were also skilled at working a pretty little slit to noisy wetness.

Edward held in a whimper.

“Are you going to just stand there?” asked Miss Arden, looking at his piece with disdain.

“I’ll proceed with the breeding now, if you don’t mind,” called out Edward, advancing to the bed and plotting his next move.

And then Miss Arden decided for him. She spread her fingers, opening Calista’s channel to his view. He shuffled forward, cock in hand, and mindlessly aimed the thing at that wet hole that seemed to pulse with need as he watched it.

Edward wasn’t so silly as to imagine that her arousal was for him, but he also wasn’t so silly as to fail to enjoy every pump of this adventure. He set his cockhead at that entrance and let Calista feel he was there.

“Well, are you going to do it?” asked Miss Arden, clearly impatient to get back to whatever the ladies did up here (fabric arts and fucking each other senseless, from what he could observe). She grabbed the back of his breeches and yanked him forward to lodge his cock within Calista’s channel.

Both coupling parties let out groans of pleasure as Edward seated himself fully inside.

“You do that, and I’m liable to seed her ladyship in a flash,” he said to Miss Arden.

In response, she dug her nails into the seat of his breeches, the minx, forcing his hips forward again, until he tested the depths of his sister-in-law’s cunny.

“C doesn’t need orgasms from the likes of you,” she sneered. “I keep her wet and wailing all day long.”

Edward was nearly insensible as Calista’s sweet little cunt squeezed him half to death. He drew himself back, only for Miss Arden to pull him again.

“Cruel madam,” he moaned, “you’ll make me come.”

“That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?” she asked, her eyes glittering with amusement at his agony.

It was on the third such thrust that his balls protested and he felt his seed erupt. Calista remained obediently in position — not a paroxysm in sight for her — as he yelled and bucked like an untried lad.

“Very good,” said Miss Arden with a malicious grin, directing him away from her lover’s clasp.

Calista resembled nothing so much as a doll when Miss Arden laid her on the bed, a pillow under her arse.

“Well,” he said, holding his taxed cock and trying to dispel any lingering awkwardness. He probably had time to pick up the sheep’s trotters Tobias had mentioned.

“You don’t mean to depart already, do you?” asked Miss Arden with some dismay. “Your work has only just begun. We’ve a baby to make.”

She opened Calista’s legs, her well-worked cunny deliciously seeded and calling for another go.

Edward groaned, his sack protesting the surge of interest in his cock.

***

It was after Miss Arden had instructed him to suck Calista’s right nipple while she tended the other that his staff fully awakened to the possibility of rising again.

He had his fingers running over the juncture of her thighs, seeing if she might be amenable to another insemination, when Calista used her hands to nudge his head lower.

“You’d like kisses on your stomach?” he teased, pressing his lips to the place just below her navel where a child would grow.

Miss Arden sent her eyes to the ceiling at his antics, hoisted one of Calista’s legs onto her shoulder, and lavished her cunny with open-mouthed kisses that had the young matron squealing and scratching at the bedclothes.

Edward was impressed. It wasn’t his first time witnessing oral pleasures performed by someone else by any means, but the enthusiasm and proficiency on display were remarkable.

“What are you waiting for?” asked Miss Arden, backing away to show that Calista was ready for another application of seed.

Gesù, these sapphic lovers would drain his balls so thoroughly that it would be next month before he could breed again!

Not that he minded. Miss Arden — Harriet — had worked herself into something of a lather, the hair that framed her face curling from perspiration and her neckline creeping lower as she brought Calista to climax over and over. Edward knew better than to engage Harriet directly; she wanted nothing to do with him outside of the copious application of seed in her lover. But he was not so mannerly as to fail to enjoy a beautiful woman utterly disheveled by lust and lovemaking.

Edward dragged himself to the bottom of the bed, between Calista’s shaking thighs, and willed his cock to put in a superior showing this time.

He stroked his shaft and watched as Harriet teased the tip of her tongue over the button of pleasure that made Calista’s hips bounce and little hole spasm. He wanted to get inside her again, but for the sake of his reputation as a stud, he needed to last longer this time.

Tugging his balls down, he imagined filling Calista with enough spend that her belly would swell, then grow a child.

“Are you coming or not?” asked Harriet from Calista’s hip.

“I certainly intend to,” he groused, shuffling closer and directing the head of his cock to Calista’s channel, this time without the help of his hands. He figured they might at least vary their methods, in the event one way yielded better results.

Harriet used her fingers disdainfully to direct his cock right into Calista’s clasp, and he was once again in the position of unloading in seconds.

“Why must you—”

“But you so enjoy breeding ladies, don’t you, Dick Stone? Spend as you will. I’ll handle everything else her ladyship needs.”

At that, Harriet lowered her lips to Calista’s cunny again, working her tongue most lavishly. So lavishly he occasionally felt the slide of it against his shaft as she pleasured every bit of her lover’s wet, spread cunny.

“Damn and blast!” Edward shouted, brought to a rapid release by those sapphic lovers intent on draining his sack.

***

It was on the third attempt at breeding that Edward had an idea worthy of Dick Stone.

“Madam,” he said, thrusting through the mess he’d made of Calista’s cunt, “might I induce you to insert your fingers alongside me in her ladyship? I can’t help but think that she might benefit from the feel of you inside her channel as she is bred.”

Harriet regarded him dubiously, watching as he removed his cock from Calista’s clasp to make way for her.

“I think two should do nicely,” he said, snapping his index and middle fingers together to show what he meant.

“I am familiar with how to touch my lady,” groused Harriet, sliding her fingers in all the same while teasing Calista’s bump with her thumb.

When Edward pushed into Calista’s cunny alongside Harriet, he emitted a groan of pleasure. Her wrecked, slippery little cunt was suddenly a tight fit, and those digits working in tandem with him made his well-used cock find new life.

“It’s like two cocks in there,” he bit out, snapping his hips as he enjoyed the constriction.

“It most certainly is not,” said Harriet, moving faster, her trapped fingertips catching on his cockhead.

No, it certainly is not, he thought, relishing the feeling of taking a beautiful lady alongside her commanding lover.


Chapter 8


By the time Edward stumbled down from Calista’s bedchamber five hours later, after many thorough attempts at breeding, his thighs shook from exertion, his shirt had a tear, and he had fewer strands of hair on his head than when he’d walked in.

No matter, cost of doing business, he thought, mentally calculating the handsome purse he’d receive when news of a pregnancy hit Netherwallop’s household. It hadn’t been his best showing as a stud, but it was a good outing if measured in sheer output.

It was when he made his way to the door and the butler didn’t appear with his hat and gloves that he had an inkling something was the matter. Perhaps the household devolved into chaos when Netherwallop departed; he could hardly blame the staff for rejoicing at their master’s long holiday.

And then he heard sniffles in a nearby corridor. A tweeny was cleaning a fireplace ineffectively while trying to wipe tears.

“Oh dear,” he said, offering her his handkerchief and taking the tools of her trade. “Should I get the housekeeper?”

This may not be his house, but he could certainly look after the help in the absence of his brother. And not just in the delivery of orgasms.

“She’ll be crying, too,” the girl got out between sobs.

He felt a wave of icy dread. What had caused the household staff such despair?

“Don’t tell me the Prince Regent is unwell? Or maybe the soufflé for supper failed to rise?” he asked, still hoping for a silly reason for all this pathos.

The girl looked at his face as if seeing him for the first time. “Oh dear,” she muttered, then burst into louder tears.

“Brenda, confine yourself to belowstairs,” said an authoritative voice behind him.

He remained silent, still facing the half-cleaned fireplace, unwilling to turn around and learn something that might alter the course of his life.

“Lord Edward.”

He relented and turned on his heel, a broad smile on his face. “I was just leaving and hoped to collect my things. Don’t be too hard on Brenda. It seems some soot got in her eye.”

Perhaps if he told a logical story about what had made the girl cry, they could all agree that it had happened just like that and allow him to leave this place unaware. This woman — likely the housekeeper — had the authority to make it so.

But of course, it could never be so simple as that.

“I’m sorry, Lord Edward,” the woman said, pity in her voice.

It turned his stomach. That was not just sadness, but pity for him specifically.

“What has occurred?” he asked, his mind flashing to dirty hair and a treasured mane.

“The viscount…” she started, then held a handkerchief to her face.

“My brother,” said Edward, his jaw tight as he sought to control his emotions. “What has happened to my brother?”

He knew before she said it. Recalled that Horatio had gone sailing to Brighton with his mistress. He pictured his fine tailoring and familiar body drifting through the water, unresponsive even as currents pulled him to the deep.

“Have they found a body?” he asked, hoping that this was a mistake and Horatio yet floated on a piece of wood, his rescue perhaps already underway.

The woman nodded yes; her sobs louder.

Edward needed to get out of this house immediately. He paused at the door, considering where his hat and gloves might be stored, but gave them up as lost. Dash it, he’d buy new ones. This could be just the latest in a string of injustices visited on him by Horatio.

***

When Tobias found him in his lodgings, Edward was several gulps into a bottle of finer liquor than he usually bought.

“What’s this? Having a soiree and you didn’t invite me?” asked the urchin, settling beside him on the floor next to the bed.

“Where’d you learn ‘soiree,’ kid?”

“Same place I learned all of my fancy words,” said Tobias.

“Do I really talk like that, even now?” asked Edward.

“Blood will out.”

“Will it ever,” said Edward, slumping forward.

Tobias looked at Dick Stone in alarm. He’d enjoyed his tipples, same as any young blade, but this was something quite different.

“Whatsa matter, gov?”

“Left my handkerchief at my brother’s place,” said Edward, covering his eyes with his hand. “Could have used it. My damn hat, too. A fine beaver. And m’ gloves.”

Urchins don’t live long without the ability to go hungry and to read situations. Tobias may not have known the particulars, but he recognized that something had gone terribly wrong.

“Guess you’ll just have to use my shirt,” said Tobias, offering a filthy cuff.

Lord Edward Richard Stone — born a second son, and now heir to the Chasterly marquessate — stared for ages at that stained gray shirtsleeve. And then sobbed for the first time since childhood on his friend’s shoulder.


Epilogue


London, 1820

Ten months later

“Ho there, sir!” called a familiar voice.

“Gesù, hide me,” muttered Edward, trying to slip behind Tencendor’s flank before Lady Millicent Blatherwick approached.

“Why is she waving a cane?” asked Tobias from the saddle many feet above him. “Do I need to move Tencendor away so she doesn’t strike him?”

Edward slumped against his horse. “No, her one saving grace is that she loves him. Would never dream of hurting her ‘best boy.’”

“Is that my best boy?” she cried out, sending a flock of swans scurrying into a pond.

“I don’t think hiding is going to work,” whispered Tobias as he watched the elderly woman approach. Her bonnet had fallen from her head and bobbed along at her knees, attached to her neck by a tied ribbon. Someone had rigged her gloves with string so they’d stay somewhat connected to her person while not actually being worn. They extended from her pelisse cuffs like little wings as she moved about with great excitement.

“Oh, is that you, Netherwallop?” she asked, peering around the horse’s arse.

Edward Richard Stone, Viscount Netherwallop, stared back balefully.

Upon the death of his brother, Dick Stone had provisionally inherited that ridiculous title, much to his horror.

Had he inherited his brother’s allowance, which might have offered some consolation?

Absolutely not; the whole of the Chasterly fortune rested in the hands of his father, who had not even acknowledged his presence at Horatio’s funeral. Nor had there been compensation for the enthusiastic breeding of his sister-in-law; it seemed ungentlemanly to materialize with a contract in the wake of Horatio’s death and expect the man’s solicitors to deal with what was, in truth, a hare-brained scheme.

A slight complication could yet lead to him forfeiting the title; the Viscountess was confirmed to be pregnant. The hare-brained scheme appeared to have borne fruit.

Yes, in a twist of fate, Edward truly had bred the lovely Calista that day the terrible news arrived, and as there was no way to know the sex of the baby until it emerged from its cozy confines, all of London waited to see if that scoundrel Dick Stone would be dealt another blow by Providence for his perfidy. (Exactly what perfidy this was, no one bothered to elaborate, presumably because it was too horrible for words.)

In truth, the idea of giving back the Netherwallop courtesy title sounded like something of a gift he’d perhaps given himself all those months ago. But it was not to be.

“It’s a girl!” cried Lady Millicent, causing Tencendor to dance at her unexpected shout.

Edward thought he only experienced the sensation of time slowing and quickening in battle, but that day in Hyde Park, everything seemed to float for a moment as his brain made sense of the news. He’d not accepted that he was the heir to the marquess in the time since Horatio’s death, so certain had he been that his rogering had got a son on Calista.

But the universe — perhaps Providence — does so enjoy playing tricks. And this was the greatest of them all in his three-and-a-half decades.

Calista and Miss Arden had a girl. At least one member of his family had found happiness.

Lady Millicent was racing off to accost some other unsuspecting park patron with the news when Tobias offered him a lemon drop.

“None for me, thanks,” said Edward, still turning the birth announcement over in his head like dice at a gambling hell.

“Urgh!” cried Tobias, spitting the candy out. “Bitter! They cut the sugar!”

The problem with spitting out a piece of candy while seated on a skittish horse for only the third time in your life is that when the beast starts, holding on with one’s arms and legs does not come naturally.

It was a long fall for Tobias from Tencendor’s saddle. The warhorse, thankfully, avoided stepping on the urchin, but the lad was out cold on that riding path, his favorite silver flask ejected from his pocket.

***

Edward paced outside his rented room at Mrs. Chaffinch’s boarding house as the doctor examined the patient. Some kind fellows at the park had helped with Tencendor and summoned the physician.

He reassured himself that lads sustained far worse injuries and lived all the time. It was part of being a young fellow. Why, some men paid to get knocked about in the boxing ring! Tobias simply needed to toughen up!

And yet…he thought of soldiers dying in the most unlikely of ways after surviving bullets and bayonets, cut down in the prime of life by some bite or tumble that shouldn’t have harmed a child.

Humans were altogether too fragile, he thought as he slumped against the wall. If God took his friend—

“Lord Netherwallop?” asked a voice from the doorway.

For the first time, he didn’t flinch or try to deny who he was.

“Yes?”

“That’s an excellent trick you’ve been pulling,” said the physician wryly. “Had even me fooled ‘til I was midway through the examination.”

Edward felt like he was the one struck on the head. Nothing made sense today, at least not in the usual timeframes.

“I should have known when your landlady made a remark on my way up.”

Why would Mrs. Chaffinch say anything to the doctor? It was all so strange. He’d need to say something; he wasn’t paying this man’s bill until he talked sense!

“Could you enlighten me—”

“Sneaking a lass into your lodgings by putting her in breeches,” said the doctor jauntily before shaking his hand. “That’s worthy of the lads at Oxford!”

Edward felt thicker than the sludge silting up the Thames.

The physician hooted. “Don’t tell me you didn’t know! Oh, this is too good.”

“Didn’t know what?” he asked. Why was he the last person to know everything important today?

Once again, time slowed. When the physician’s eyes slid to the doorknob that led to Edward’s room, he finally realized what the man had been telling him.

He flung open the door, but it was too late. The window had been unlocked and left wobbling on its hinges. Tobias was nowhere to be found.

In the casements, the new caulk appeared damaged, as if someone had scratched at it like a trapped animal before remembering how to free the latch.

“I suppose she’s gone,” said the doctor, taking out a cheroot and standing by as he waited for Edward to come to his senses and settle the bill. “Exam still happened.”

“I didn’t even know her name,” mumbled Edward, feeling for the coins.

“Said it was Tabitha,” said the physician, clapping him on the shoulder in thanks when he handed over payment.

Tabitha.

“Don’t worry, my man,” said the doctor as he started down the stairs, “they always come back, those tabby cats. Just put out a bowl of milk and give her a few days.”

“I don’t think this one will,” muttered Edward to himself as he re-entered the room.

By now, it was night. Tobias…Tabitha had straightened his bed before departing, despite his…her panic. He regarded the open window again and ran his fingers through the gouges in the caulk.

Edward sank onto the bed, imagining what it would be like to never see his friend again. Not because of a terrible accident, but because of this secret he never expected.

He resigned himself to going out in search of a bottle of liquor when a bright light caught his eye. There on his desk was Tobias’s prized silver water flask. Tabitha’s flask.

“You can’t be going about without this,” he said to himself, tucking it into his coat pocket. He’d set out to find her tomorrow. She’d want this back.

Above his head that night, the window remained just a little open, letting in the fetid London air as he thought of how to track her down.

Come wind, come weather, he’d get his friend back.

THE END

***
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Lord Edward Richard Stone — “Dick Stone” to scandalous society — is a marquess’s second son with scars from the Peninsular War, an empty purse, and a business curing the ton’s most delicate succession crises. When two foppish friends hire him to put a bride in the family way, Edward thinks it’s simple: seduce the lady, collect the fee.
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A talented Regency tailoress takes two lords intent on doubling her pleasure.

Lord Banastre “Bonnie” Lascelles was enjoying some company at the bawdy house when the night watch showed up for a raid. What’s a chaotic aristocrat to do when he’s in deep trouble with the law? Run to Molly Trenchard, known as the Buckskin Breechess, and claim the whole thing was a misunderstanding.
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But what happens if Bonnie and Molly are making more than just an heir — and they’re falling in love?
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A duke with everything learns just how much he enjoys sharing.

When Julia Balistarius, Duchess of Astwell, declared over breakfast that she planned to take lovers, her cad of a husband Laurence responded in his usual bored manner.

Laurence realizes that an embarrassing public affair could threaten his political career, so he makes Julia an offer: he’ll tutor his wife in how to be the perfect, discreet lover — and he’ll do it while never making demands of her body.

Soon, the Duchess of Astwell is the most popular lady in London, lavished with attention by Laurence’s commanding best friend, entertained by a notorious baron, shared by masked secret society men, and caught between a stud and her own husband. All the while, Laurence’s lust for his wife only grows.
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The mamas of the ton are hot, bothered, and desperately in need of a good tup.

They’ve done everything society asked of them — married well, managed households, raised heirs. But behind the closed doors of London’s finest townhouses, five matrons discover that desire doesn’t end with a wedding ring. In fact, for these neglected wives, the real pleasure is only just beginning.

Now these ravishing, mature women are working off their debts, taking a band of rakes, riding the cavalry, satisfying a club of libertines, and tempting hulking bodyguards.

It’s time for the matrons to play more than cards.
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